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the big west window with the drink. It had never bothered him to nip at people's 

heels, so he had no glimmer of doubt that the thoroughly notified ranch foreman 

had men on watch out there now every minute since the nightriders slung up that 

cross and brazenly set it and half a pasture ablaze. In any event, damned if Major 

Wesley Williamson, possessor of enough combat medals to clank when he 

walked, was ever going to hesitate to stand at his own window, whatever white-

A self-conscious crooked smile at that met him in his solitary window 

reflection, there under the dark wall of the Rockies and the just-readable early 

stars above the jagged horizon. He knew he wouldn't be playing to an audience 

of himself and imaginary Klansmen like this if Whit were around. But Whit was 

in Great Falls for a cattle auction, although about now he would be with a woman 

in one of the upstairs rooms along Fifth A venue South. Wes felt more alone at the 

thought of that. Maybe he who owns the land owns all the way up to the sky, but 

that didn't increase the companionability of a night such as this. "If I'm going to 

be alone in life, it might as well be with myself." That's a strong prescription, 

Susan. 
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He did justice to the brandy and sent a chiding look around this room that 

had known nothing but males for all these years. Not that the rest of the ranch 

house was any better--something like a hunting lodge with a stockmen's club 

thrown in. Antlers penetrated from every wall, any furniture that conceivably 

could be enveloped in cowhide was. Whit's one concession to decoration in here 

was a Charley Russell painting of riders with a square butte in the background 

while the foreground was, of course, all cattle. Unfortunately, Wes mused, the 

female half of the human race did not seem to share his father and Whit's opinion 

tt\/\ m----
that decor ought to begin on the hoof. ·t's young wife from Memphis had 

lasted here barely a year. (Whit had merely said Good thing I tended to business 

right away with her and got the kid started and used Great Falls from then on.) 

Merrinell had been here a total of once. Not for the first time, Wes pondered 

whether the place was a deliberate no-woman's-land that the Williamson men had 

strewn in self-defense, like concertina rolls of barbed wire between the Western 

Front trenches, or whether women of a certain social cut simply couldn't be 

bothered to try and civilize the Double W. 

Well, one had had her say here lately. He thought again of Susan holding 

forth with that ferocity of hers, that night last week. "Wes, you 're going to be the 
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ruin of us all, " she let out in exasperation when he suggested she break off 

Monty's lessons. (It had not helped that Whit for an instant looked as if he sided 

with her in that general sentiment.) He glanced around obliquely as though her 

presence might have somehow lingered in a corner of the room. He would have 

given considerable to know what magic she worked on Monty, in here. Enough 

that they now were all on war footing , surplus fort included, with the damnable 

Klan. 

Knowing he had to get at the work waiting on the desk, Wes even so 

stayed a while more at the window and the questions out there in the dark it 

framed. The adversary, the unknown, the other side of the spinning coin of fate. 

What faces fit onto the Klansmen? Who was the main push behind them? 

Because he was all too sure it was somebody sharp. Some one man or at most 

two, spurring the others--the usua ~ and misfits--into this. Someone who 

had been sent in, perhaps. On that possibility, Bailey was giving the railroad 

workforce another scouring, but Wes would be surprised if that turned up the 

answer. This doesn't have the marks of some out-of-sorts gandydancer. Beyond 

that avenue, there was town after town to sift and the Two Medicine country 

abounded in distances. It all took time. What most bothered Wes in the 
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meanwhile was that these Klansmen were not surfacing. Elsewhere they were 

showing off in the open, a couple of hundred gathering on Gore Hill at Great 

Falls the other night to bum a cross. Those 'peaceable assemblies' provided a 

chance for the Baileys of the world to ferret out identitites, and when the time was 

right, those Klan members would get a rude cure. But these. Crucify a cat, kill 

off some cows, hurl a dead skunk onto the hood of the Duesenberg as someone 

had done the other night--the Two Medicine brand of Klan picked away just 

nastily enough to worry a person. So that he had to notice the night, even a quiet 

one such as this. It reminded him of the too innocent stillness before a barrage. 

is was the morning Monty was able to give the auditorium what for, 

showing it no mercy, the free and easy force of his voice all but making its walls 

bend outward, each syllable-scrap of song plucked up off the music stand, no 

trouble, and sent with perfect dispatch to the farthest seat of the balcony where 

Mrs. Gustafson stoically sat. 

He was putting his voice around a triumphant chorus when, with a yawn 

like a box canyon, Mrs. Gustafson rose to her feet and walked out, bumping 

every seat as she withdrew. 
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Thrown by this, Monty stared out from the stage. "Where's she going? 

We aren't but half done with the runthrough yet." 

Susan sent him over that look that said the spelling-bee was in session. 

"You put her up to that," sputtered. 

"Of course I did. Mrs. Gustafson has just played the part of the audience 

you weren't holding with 'Unless I Be Made To.' Now then, what do you do? 

We went over this just yesterday." She pattered the toes of her shoes against the 

hard floor of the stage to suggest the sound of a stampede toward the exits. 

"Quick, quick. The audience isn't getting any--" 

"--less restless, I know, I know." He still was peering huffily at the 

balcony doorway where Mrs. Gustafson had steamed out of sight, but Susan was 

pleased to see him get hold of himself and begin to grapple. "Fit in 'Praying 

Jones,' next," he calculated promptly enough. "It's livelier." 

"Good." She still sat there with her hands in her lap instead of on the 

piano keys. "And?" 

"Cue-the-poor-confused-accompanist-of-a-change-in-the-program," he 

recited as if at gunpoint. He cleared his throat and all but trilled the code phrase, 

"We shift now to a different hue of the musical rainbow," then dumped in the new 
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song title and barely had time to think Rodeos were nothing compared to trying to 

keep up with her before Susan's fingers came down on the keys. 

"I'm telling you, I don't know where they got them hid out. The Major is 

a bearcat on something like this, he wasn't a big officer in the war for nothing. 

Off he goes, somewhere, sure--but the rest of us on the place don't know zero." 

Trying not to sound exasperated, the man across the back table repeated 

what he had been saying the two previous Saturday nights. "We can't take you 

into the Order just like that, not until you prove out. Can't you find some way to 

give us some help on this?" 

Dolph preparatorily rubbed across his lips with the back of his hand. 

"Speaking of proof." 

The man tipped the bottle of 80 proof whiskey once more toward the 

waiting glass. 

Another day in a diary page, another session of music made (well, 

hammered at) in this old flat Gibraltar. Here we sit in confinement, Monty and I, 
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and for that matter Mr. and Mrs. Gus and Bailey and his no-names, while the 

Klan chameleons can openly go about their daylight lives. 

I lay awake on such things: is he one, I think back over someone I once 

saw be so terribly mean to a horse; or the slyboots woman in town we always 

called "the common carrier" because of her chronic gossip, would she press the 

sheets for her husband to wear and pat him out the door to hunt us down? 

Whoever they are, I live for the moment when Wes can get his foot on the throat 

of this bunch. 

She whapped the diary shut with good-night finality, but held onto her pen 

as if she never went unarmed. Her clock had been banished beneath clothing in 

the deepest drawer until bedtime--she agreed with Monty that the tick-tock here 

was crazily more loud than elsewhere--so she leaned sideways far enough toward 

the window to check the progress of the moon. High in the sky; if this long night 

had a meridian, the moonlight should be close to shining down on the morning 

side of it by now. And she still was not one bit sleepy. She sighed, and chuckled 

at herself because she knew she was not much the sighing type. "Get a grip of 

yourself, lass," she mocked in the burr that had been burnished by her Scotch 

Heaven stay. Drawing out a sheet of stationery, oddly fresh in this barn of a 
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room where gloom hung in the corners, and an envelope, she put ink right back to 

work. 

Angus and Adair, hello you two--

I am promised this will reach you by favor of Major Williamson. How 

odd to be resorting to this method, as if we were all back in the era of passing 

billets-doux (or as Samuel expressed it when he would have to collect his 

trenchmates' love letters and deliver them to the continually shocked censoring 

officer, bill-et-coo) from hand to hand. But the Major has cautioned us against 

trusting our whereabouts even to the post offices. 

We are biding as well as can be expected. Our surroundings are the 

opposite of plush, but Monty and I have been afforded all the accouterments 

needed to continue with his lessons. Adair, I can hear Angus now: "The calibre 

of money the Williamsons have, they ought to be aiming high. " Ought or not, 

the Major seems set as can be on providing Monty the polish he needs to stand 

forth as a singer, and I am oddly flattered to be the applying utensil. A voice such 

as his comes along about as often as the dawn of time. 

Refining that voice, confining it to the magic spot on the stage where 

someone gifted takes sudden root as a true singer--that is another story, which the 
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two of us work on until we are sick of the sight of each other. Not really. Since 

that dreadful night it has hit me like a slap, what Monty is up against in life. I 

thought I knew--no, I imagined I knew, if that will pass your classroom 

inspection, Angus--what it must be like to be in his situation. Something akin to 

the unwanted singling-out a woman is sometimes subjected to when men have the 

full run of things, that was my imagining. But that notion was stupidly pale, in all 

senses. What Monty is doomed to if Klan thinking (to flatter it with that) has its 

way is a kind of imprisonment forever painted right on him. His only key out of 

that, so far as I can see, is his voice. 

But this is overmuch for a note, that was merely meant to say I miss you 

like mad. Who knew, when the rules(?) of chance deposited me back into Scotch 

Heaven, that you two would so take me into your lives that I now regard myself 

as an honorary McCaskill. 

With all the affection there is, 

Susan 
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Susan, rascal you--

Adair and I were heart glad to hear from you. Wherever you be, take 

every care. The hooded ones no doubt will eventually trip over their own 

monstrous trappings, but until then--

Scotch Heaven of course is lame and wheezy without you. I see to your 

place, and will batten it for winter if it comes to that. Beyond the whistle of the 

days going past, we have little news that is new. Varick and Beth are still 

awaiting their addition, any moon now. The hay is at last up, the sheep will soon 

come down. 

I must break off--Petey Hahn has forgotten the head of the discourse, and 

is leading his report on the episode of the Trojan Horse off into the personality of 

his own pony, Bloater. Do tell Monty for us that we listen with cocked ear for 

when he will make a gladsome noise in the world. 

Fondness from Adair, too. 

Angus 
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nty did his running on the worn wagontrack around the parade ground, 

in the cool of the evenings. Loping there, on the long oval that moved him 

counterclockwise past the troopers' barracks, then the married men's quarters, 

then the hospital and its washhouse again, he circled to the slapping of his 

footsteps like thinnest echoes of the cavalry paradings that had coursed across 

here. That kind of longing must have given rise to centaur dreams among 

pedestrians on the Peloponnesus two thousand years before. He waited until after 

a good enough session in the auditorium and they were on their way across the 

blowy parade ground for lunch, to try her on this particular yearning to hear 

hooves going. "I miss being on a horse, any." 

Susan stopped short, the better to weigh the dimensions of the oblong 

field--untrotted on for so many years--hemming around the two of them. "You 

know, it would be about like being on a merry-go-round, but let's try." 

When she went to Bailey, he instantaneously said: "I'll need to ride with 

you." 

"Whatever for? We know you'd all hemorrhage if we set a hoof outside 

the fort. We just want to canter around the parade ground." 
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"So my men don't see you and him alone together any more than they 

already do." 

"What a remarkably hateful line of work you are in." 

"Miss Duff, my business right now is to try save your skin. Not to 

mention his skin." 

The next day when the worst of the noon heat was past, Monty whistled 

as he saddled up for the three of them. Once they were on the parade ground, 

Bailey rode between Monty and Susan like an extra shadow of one of their 

horses, until she spoke up. 

"Mr. Bailey, as much as we appreciate your company, there are matters I 

must talk to my client about in confidence. Secrets of the singing trade, shall we 

say. It would be worth it to us to put you in for a bonus with the Major." 

"Miss Duff, I go deaf when I have to. If you have things to say to each 

other that you don't want the light of day on, I can ride ahead a ways and you can 

talk soft." He spurred to a short distance in front of them as if his horse was too 

frisky for theirs. 

Susan and Monty kept their voices at a murmur. 

"You worked that pretty slick." 
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"Loyal to the last dollar, our Mr. Bailey. Well? There was something out 

here you wanted to go over with me, you said." 

"Promise not to think I'm ready for the bughouse?" 

"Monty, please don't start that. I'm already putting up with riding circles 

in a weedpatch." 

"All right then. You know how sometimes a person pretends? I'm at that, 

an awful lot." 

"Would I know a case of it if I saw one?" 

"Not if I have brains enough to grease a skillet with. The bruisers already 

think I'm the oddest thing going." She watched as he tugged his hat down to a 

sharper angle, for more shade against the sun or the speculating eyes of Bailey's 

men. Barely moving his lips, he went on: "I don't mean pretending like an actor 

or some such would do. Just in my head. Trying to figure out how things were 

to my people, here." 

Susan encouraged him by not trying to herd him with questions. Monty 

rode alongside her in the easy slouching way a cowboy could go all day, hands 

resting on the saddlehorn and the reins idly held, but he wasted no time in 

indicating tow.ard the old hospital and the washhouse in back of it. 
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"You take, over there. Put my mind to it a little and I can just about tell 

you how any of Angel Momma's days went. From the night before, actually--

she'd butcherknife some pine shavings off, leave them on the oven door so they'd 

be dry and nice to start the fire in the morning. Did that all her life." He squinted 

in concentration, as if to see this next more clearly. "Quick as breakfast was off 

the stove, on went her irons. Then had to carry her own water, for the washing. 

She was swimming in laundry and ironing here, and me to handle, besides. And 

all the time having to prop her clotheslines" --the memory was one of those that 

stood out like a tinted picture in an album, of himself darting around beneath the 

poles she used as though he was loose at a circus--"so the wind didn't take them 

' CJ) ~t)'/t\ 
to · . All that, she must have been one hard-put woman, wouldn't you 

A 

say?" 

"'Man's work is from sun to sun/Woman's work is never done,'" Susan 

responded rat-a-tat-tat. She patted under her horse's mane to steady the animal as 

a charge of hot wind came from nowhere and a tumbleweed skittered by. What 

Monty had depicted sent her thoughts in a loop, out across this prairie to the ruts 

into homestead after homestead, the suffrage campaign's fli vvers quivering to a 

halt in front of yet another shanty where the blue-gray scab of ground in what 
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passed for a yard told of washings done with water hard as liquefied mica. "I'd 

say your mother was very much of her time, out here, in being worked to death, 

yes. Go on." 

Monty took a minute in piecing together the next. "Then there's my 

father, here," his words rushed when they came, almost as if he and she were 

riding up on Sergeant Mose Rathbun in horseback prance ahead of them instead of 

the blue serge back of Bailey. "He was away soldiering so much of the time, it's 

harder to put myself in his place than hers back then. But I've been having a 

pretty good go at it." He slid his eyes her direction to gauge her attention, and she 

nodded, a single keen echo of his own usual manner of acknowledgment, for him 

to keep on. Glancing away toward the gapped wall of long barracks along this 

side of the parade ground, he began in a low ripple of voice: 

"The Tenth Cavalry most of its time was never anywhere but down in the 

desert, Arizona, New Mexico some. They fought Comanches and Apaches and 

whatnot--! pestered this out of the Major once. Then all this gets built, some 

outfit is needed to man it, and the Tenth lights in here, four or five years before 

my mother does. Middle of a blizzard, naturally. Summer here isn't any too 

wonderful either, is it." The hot wind found them again, making them duck their 
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heads to fend it off with the slant of their hats. Monty checked from under his 

hand clasping his hatbrim: no dust storm riding this wind, at least. As soon as the 

elements would not whisk his words away, he went on with his spoken thoughts. 

"So there had to have been hard going for my father, too." Susan 

watching, the handclasp on the saddlehorn was a fan of fingers lifted one by one 

now as he named off. "No way up, sergeant was as high as somebody like him 

could ever go. No war to really fight. No other colored anywhere around, except 

his troopers." He laughed softly. "Angel Momma always told that she was 

barely off the steamboat at Fort Benton before here's this Sergeant Mose Rathbun 

making eyes at her. But that's after he's already been at Fort Skin-and-Bone 

those years. And that's kind of interesting to me." 

"You had better spell that out for me." 

"All kinds of reasons to fly the coop, and he never did," came the reply. 

"Didn't desert. Upped and re-upped. When the last enlistment they'd let him 

have was over with he had a good discharge--my mother hung onto that one piece 

of paper of his, that and the bugle. So, something here held him, even before my 

mother and me came along." Anxiously: "Miss Susan? You still with me?",;/ 
,, T 
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He was badly aware how far beyond common sense he was venturing. 

But he had no one to go to with this but her. If they were bound together in this 

godforsaken place like a pair of people in a three-legged race, what better time to 

take this on? You're good and smart, he put across mutely but he hoped legibly; 

either those eyes that doled it out only as she pleased were registering every line of 

him or expertly hiding how well they kept their distance, he couldn't tell which. 

You had a soldier in your family, too. Music aside this once, can't you give me 

some help on me and mine? 

"I'm here listening, aren't "Susan provided and no more. 
) 

Monty nodded as if that made up his mind to something. Spurring his 

horse lightly on the near side, he made the mount shy around in a well-reined 

pirouette. Startled, Susan watched man and horse tum into a tableau that needed 

only the sound of bugles behind it. 

Bailey glanced back at the brief fusillade of hooves, then away again. 

With the horse under perfect control but edgy about the sudden authority 

on its back, Monty held the high-headed parademaster pose just enough to be sure 

it registered on Susan. He sidled the horse back toward hers, his voice coming 

lower and quicker than before. 
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"Maybe it was something like this parade ground. Could be this was his 

auditorium, you think? It took something to run soldiers--we know that from the 

Major and his decorations, don't we. I can kind of see my father out here, bossy 

as you can imagine" --this drew him a deep look from Susan--"to make his troops 

look sharp. I don't have much memory of it, but from what I do, the Tenth liked 

to put on a show. I'd bet anything their inspections and parades were pure spit-

and-polish. And he had to have been front and center at all that. " 

She did not say While a white officer stood right over the top of him on 

everything he did? Nor its corollary Until he had to go out on his own and leaked 

away into the landscape at the first opportunity? Monty's family pangs peeled 

her heart. But they also worried her sick. It didn't matter one spark to her what 

was behind his father's evaporation unless it ran in the family, and she had natural 

resistance to that prospect. Or unless--worse yet--Monty let himself be eaten 

away at by example: that whenever a man of the color passed down to him by 

Mose Rathbun stepped across a certain line, the world was always going to be too 

much for him. 

"So here he is," Monty was saying in a near-whisper as if the conjured 

sergeant again was about to gallop up and inspect the shine on their buttons. 
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"Parading when he can, hanging tough when he can't, and in either case he never 

cuts and runs from here. But over at the Double W, he didn't last hardly any time 

at all. Doesn't that sound sort of funny to you?" Susan knew a question that did 

not need answering when she heard one. 

The fingers on the saddlehorn already were enumerating again. "A better 

wage and all; whole lot easier place for Angel Momma and likely him too; rider all 

his life with a chance to shine at a riding job--and he couldn't hack it? Why was 

that?" 

Monty paused to consider. "Angel Momma didn't give him the benefit of 

any doubt," he at last said in an outbreath. "Got himself in some kind of scrape, 

she'd always tell me, and that was enough for her. Nobody else at the Double W 

would ever say scat about him, because of her, I suppose. But when you think 

about it, here's a man fought Indians all his life--what's it take to spook him out 

of the Two Medicine country, if that's what happened? I can't see the 

Williamsons catching him at something either, and kicking him out and hiding it 

from Angel Momma. No," he shook his head decisively, "old Mister Warren 

would have given him one hell of a talking-to, excuse me, and fobbed him into 

some ]Ob in Helena, packed us off along with him so breaking up the family 
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wouldn't be on the Double W's conscience, that's more their way." 

pondered off to the perimeter of prairie beyond the far end of the parade ground. 

"Lately I had to wonder if something like this Klan bunch got him. But Mister 

Angus would have picked up on anything like that, if it'd happened. If anybody 

would ever level with me, he would." 

Susan knew it was her turn to try. "Just hearing all this, I would have to 

line up with your mother. Some kind of scrape." 

"Which puts him back to being a quitter." 

"Monty, this can be argued flat as well as round. I don't see why he 

couldn't have been a worthwhile trooper" --

"Striper. He was an old-hand sergeant, that's what the Major says they 

were called." 

"That, then. I don't see why a man can't serve as a good soldier," this did 

not come out of her easily, Samuel's stubbed-off service life to be gotten past, 

"and be whatever else he is, besides. What your father was faced with here, 

obviously a lot--if it makes you think better of him, I find nothing wrong with 

that. I wouldn't say it necessarily wipes out your mother's rendition of him after 

that. People are the full alphabet, none of us is just the ink-teardrop on the i. " 
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She watched for any accepting of this in him, but he had gone to that expression 

where you couldn't tell much. "You did want my opinion." 

"Knew I'd get it, too. How about we race Bailey to the stables?" 

ainst the evidence, Wes hoped Whit had only had a bad night's sleep. r 
Chances of that diminished with every step as Whit came hotfooting for the 

house. By now he had all but flown across the yard from the Double W 

foreman's quarters, and Wes with alert dread turned from the office window to 

await him. 

"They hit us again last night, more dead cows," Whit came in saying, 

breathing heavily. "Somebody got into them up in the Mari as pasture and cut the 

throats of fifteen." He looked at his brother as if pointing out arithmetic on a 

blackboard to him. "That took a pretty fair number of men, to work over that 

many cows. Wes, this isn't pattycake with these bastards. And don't tell me the 

war wasn't either." 

"I never would, Whit." Wes whipped his coat on. "I'm going to the fort 

to see what Bailey has come up with." 
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"Godamighty, Mrs. Gus, you ever hear of an invention called the cough 

drop?!" 

Mrs. Gustafson's phlegm spasm ceased and she beamed triumphantly up 

at him from front row center. 

"I see the picture," Monty said with resignation. He turned and faced the 

music, Susan sitting expectantly at the piano and wearing her surely-you-can-

spell-Passchendaele expression. "Sorry I let it throw me off. I know, don't let 

anything short of kingdom come take my mind off the music." 

"Once again, this is the place to get mistakes out of your system." 

"I'd like to run out of those, at some soon point." 

"Oho! The first perfect singer there ever was?" 

He quit gripping the music stand as if he wanted to shake it and walked 

over to her, holding the sheaf of songs as a pretext. In a businesslike murmur that 

would not carry clearly out to the seats, he said: "Need to ask you about 

something. Just us if we could." 

Susan eyed him. She had been expecting this, but that did not make it the 

least bit welcome. 
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"Mrs. Gus," she reluctantly called out, "thank you the world. That will be 

all until I give you a holler." When the broad stern of Mrs. Gustafson receded up 

the aisle and out the door and the curiously depopulated auditorium was theirs, 

Susan sighted back onto Monty. "It doesn't look like music on your mind." 

He shook his head, meaning she was right. They both knew it was going 

to be that kind of discussion. "I'm still not getting any younger, at this," Monty 

set out. He surprised her with a commiserating smile, as if sympathizing that she 

didn't have a twelve-year-old prodigy here beside the piano to put her stamp on. 

"Look at that another way," he went on, "if I'm finally old enough to have some 

sense I better ask myself if we haven't given this our best shot. We plug along on 

these runthroughs, some of them aren't that bad, and others we wouldn't either 

one of us wish on anybody, would we. And maybe this' s about the way it's 

going to be. Maybe this's as good as there is in me, you think?" He watched her 

long enough to see how she was taking this, then looked off as if something 

beyond the walls had caught his attention. "Besides, I don't know how much 

more I can take of Fort Skin-and-Bone." 

That makes two of us. Aloud, Susan armored herself with the teacher's 

creed. "You're nearly there. True, there were some times this morning that we 
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could have done without. That's part of the profession, though, learning to take 

the rough with the smooth." But then she halted, up against the actuality of what 

their time together on this old trouper of a stage amounted to for her. Monty saw 

her grasping for words, a shortage he had never expected she would come down 

with. 

"Pretend you're not hearing me say this," she managed, "but I'd give 

anything if you could see yourself from in me. This auditorium has been the 

making of you. I've sat here putting you through a dozen predicaments a day, 

Monty, and while you still stew over them a bit much--we'll work on that--you've 

come miles in your performance." Still grappling, Susan husked out as if it were 

a stage direction: "It has been a wonder to me to see. Bear that in mind, but not 

enough to pop your hatband, all right? Now then. We'll run through the rest of 

the morning without the aid of Mrs. Gus, what do you say." 

"Christmas come early, that sounds like to me." All at once under the 

scrapes on his patience and the wear on his equilibrium, he had the oddest damned 

feeling he was someday going to miss all this , the time on this monster of a stage 

with her. 
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"Ready then?" Susan fixed a gaze on him that told him he had better be, 

and down came her fingers on the accustomed keys white and black. 

Fort Assinniboine shimmered in the noon heat, as if the brick buildings 

were bake ovens, when the Deusenburg nosed onto the long approach road. 

What next, Wes mulled as he began to come out of the fitful waking doze the 

miles had induced, Beau Geste on the ramparts in a kepi? 

But when the car at last drew to a halt beside the Saharan expanse of the 

parade ground, on watch in the nearest tower per usual was a sunburned-looking 

agent, and coming out the door of the guardhouse Bailey himself, looking as 

spruce as a man in a dark suit could in such heat. 

Telling Gus to go and reacquaint with the Mrs., Wes stepped over into the 

shade for the civilities with Bailey. 

"No luck at the railroad," the investigator met him with. "But we're 

working on"--Wes's sharply raised hand cut him off. The two men stood there, 

ears cocked. From across the fort, the soar of a voice lingered in the air like a 

long lovely alpine call, then followed the faint steps of a piano down, down, 

down to poignant silence. Throughout this, Bailey watched Wes with care, 
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wishing he could know everything under that expression. Finally he said, 

"They'll be at it a while yet. Major, 1--" 

"Boss!" Thunder from an open sky, the sentry's roar clapped down on 

them. "/see something!" 

Bailey ran hell-bent for the tower. Grabbing from the car the Zeiss 

binoculars that were a prize of war, Wes went lurching after him. The interior of 

the tower was like the tight twist inside a lighthouse, a narrow iron spiral staircase 

winding and winding to the portal of blue above. The binoculars thumping 

against his chest, Wes pulled himself up the clammy guardrailings by his hands 

hJ 
two steps at a time, is stiff leg catching up with each such lunge 

It. 

"Over by that coulee." The sentry pointed south to a distant break in the 

tan sameness of prairie. "Some kind of white shapes, hard to make out." 

Bailey had his binoculars on the forms. "What the hell--? Major, can 

yours pull that in?" 

"Yes." He let the Zeisses drop on the strap around his neck. "Antelope 

rumps." 

Neither Wes nor Bailey said anything during their clanking descent. 
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At the base of the tower, Bailey glanced around and put this in a low 

voice: "Miss Duff and Rathbun--I think you ought to know. They have plenty to 

say to each other. Just to each other, sir." 

"I imagine." Wes looked impatiently at the shorter man. Bailey shrugged. 

"Now that we know we're not going to be attacked by antelope," Wes rapped out, 

"let's talk over our chances against the Ku Klux Klan." 

"Are you crazy? Why'd you come in here?" 

"Can't I have business, like anybody else? You ought to be gladder than 

that to have me show up." 

"In broad daylight? Step over here where the whole world can't see you, 

at least." 

"Figured you'd want to know, I come across a way to get the goods. On 

him and her both. Hadn't ought to take too long, now." 

"Why didn't you say so? Well?" 

"Thing is, I'm tired of this nighthawk stuff. I want to be in for real." 

"I've told you and told you, we can't induct you until--" 

"Who's all this 'we,' anyhow? Seems to me you pretty much run things." 
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"If you really can find out where the pair of them are, I can stretch matters 

and make you a provisional. Wait until Saturday night and I'll bring your--" 

"Wait is what broke the wagon down." 

"All right, all right. You have your dues on you?" 

A happy nod from the little cowhand. 

"Then show up at my place at noon. Come around the back. And for 

heaven's sake, make yourself scarce around here." 

Feeling spent to dime-size after that morning's run through of music and 

her as well, Monty came into his room ready to plop down on his bed. It was 

inhabited. 

"Major. Didn't expect to bump into you until chow time." 

"I thought I'd come see how performance is with you," came the reply 

from the figure sitting as if carved to fit the edge of an Army bed. "Mind if I take 

the load off like this? y knee has been places." 

Monty proffered the premises with a gesture and seized a chair from by the 

table, straddling it so he could rest the top part of him on the chairback. With the 

Major, you never knew how long a siege you were in for. 
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Wes examined the room as though he had been thrust back through 

military history to, say, the interior of the Trojan Horse, but was smiling a little. 

"How do you like the accommodations?" 

Truth to tell, the big high-ceilinged room that Monty had chosen because it 

faced out onto the full sweep of the parade ground practically whistled when the 

wind blew. But then, all of Fort Assinniboine seemed to be drafty. "This'll do." 

The smile Wes could not keep off his face was oddly sly by now. 

"You're in officers' quarters, you know. Quicker than any of my promotions." 

Monty gave that a dry laugh. "Ought to be some reward in this singing 

business, don't you think?" 

"Speaking of. How's the auditorium working out for you?" 

Monty skewed his head as if considering. Where to even start, on that? 

"I'd have thought I knew how to walk out on a stage, but she's--Miss Susan's 

been showing me tricks of the trade. I'll tell you, she's got them." 

Wes perched in wait, but that seemed to be all that was forthcoming. 

Monty showing some independence probably was all to the good. Still, he 

needed some kind of sounding on morale here, how long he and Bailey had. 

"Those bastards in their bedsheets--are they making you nervous?" 
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"I was born nervous, in that respect." 

Wes started to say more, then cocked an ear around in mystification. "I 

keep hearing something." 

"Mice eating the wallpaper paste." Monty leaned toward the woodbox, 

found a chunk he could heft nicely in one hand, and tossed it against the base of 

the far wall. The smorgasbord of gnawing stopped. "You were telling me about 

the bedsheeters." 

"Monty, we' re working on them." 

"Figured you were." Monty looked off out the window toward the 

barracks across the way, where every empty room was a hiding place for a cluck 

with a rifle. Working on them, the man says. How fast, though? A bullet wins 

any kind of a race. This next had been forming in his mind since that night of the 

burning cross, but even so he took extra time now to frame it just so. "Major? 

Do I savvy it right, that they don't have any love lost for you either?" 

"A mackerel snapper like me?" 

Shock showed in Monty's eyes. Since when did a Williamson use those 

kinds of words about himself? 
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Not looking up, Wes industriously kneaded his knee. "I've been after 

them," he said as if it was a satisfying memory, "back when I was in politics." 

His voice took a sudden tum that Monty was not familiar with. "The damned 

mongrels. Who do they think they are," it shot out of him in bursts, "to tell me 

what church I dare kneel in? Or to take in after you like a pack of bloodhounds 

just because they feel like it? Wholesale haters, is all they are. Scum who need to 

take out their own shortcomings on others. They're going to catch it for this, 

Monty. We' re going to get a handle on them, don't worry." 

The tone of the words, however, did not undo what had been on Monty's 

mind. 

Onto his feet now, a passage in one motion from soldier to landholder, 

Wes was back to sounding merely brisk. "I'm going to have to eat and run, 

although that's not easy after Mrs. Gus's food, is it. Coming?" 

"You go ahead, I need to change out of this rig and wash up." 

Shedding the little tie and then the tailored coat, Monty watched out the 

window as the Major went down Officers' Row in that gait that wouldn't admit to 

being a limp but carried a wound. From this angle Monty couldn't quite see to the 

verandah of the commandant's house, but he knew Susan would be out there, 
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keeping a safe distance from Mrs. Gus's kitchen. He hoped she would light into 

the Major about why the pair of them at Fort Assinniboine kept hearing the Klan 

was being worked on when what they'd like to hear was some heads rolling, out 

from under those hoods. 

Stripped down enough now to scrub up, Monty still was in a storm of 

thought as he stepped over to the washbasin. The water he dippered from the 

galvanized bucket was tepid when he wished it was bracingly cold, but he doused 

himself with it like a man diving deep. That the Major had old tangles with the 

Kluxers was not exactly news, but the contempt was. He had been like a man 

suddenly off his rocker when he got going on the Klan that way. And he doesn't 

even have a skin reason. But was contempt enough to do the trick? Why wasn't 

the man tooth-and-nail into some session with Bailey about wiping out the 

sonofabitching Klan? Church was something strong, no question, but strong 

enough to stir up the clucks and the Williamsons like bobcats in a gunnysack? 

And me--and her--just being used as catnip for the Klan? 

That couldn't be right. Monty looked the question to his dripping face in 

the mirror. Could it? If this was about church, it was going to be beyond him. 

Even Angel Momma, praying woman that she was, had joined in with the oly 
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Rollers for singing's sake, you couldn't say she caught the religion. The one 

time, as a boy, he had tried some hopping around when the Rollers started their 

bodily commotions, as soon as he and Angel Momma were home at the 

washhouse she spanked the daylights out of him. Those folks can let fly if that's 

what they feel, but you aren't going to just to be doing it, she had whaled the 

lesson into him. In his life since he hadn't seen any reason to church himself to 

any one or the other: whatever was in charge of things of this world--more or less 

in charge, he had come to think--that's what the spirituals and her spirit songs 

represented to him. But Catholics, Protestants--could those kinds of people in 

this part of the country where you could ride half a day without seeing a steeple, 

could they go at each other like his father and the Indians whenever they got the 

chance? Had the Major, maybe the Williamsons back to time immemorial, had to 

wait this ungodly long for a crack at the other side? Toweling his face furiously, 

he wished again he had Angus McCaskill around to talk to, he was strong on the 

past. 

Fenceline in decline waits for no man. The pair of dun workhorses 

switched their tails in idle resignation as Angus wrapped the reins around a 
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wagonbrace, barely taut so he could the team ahead from the ground, 

and climbed down to his work. 

He took another squint at the mountains as if hoping the sun was 

going to fool him and go down early for a change, but nothing doing. This 

time of year, there would be a good couple of hours yet for him to finish off 

this damnable fencing. The only thing working after supper had to say for 

itself was that it was out of the worst heat of the day. "What's this old 

weather going to do?" Adair had asked, quite on schedule with the 

question, as they sat up to the table. Drought having been written across the 

forehead of every day since sometime last spring, he hadn't known what to 

say except, "Blaze on, I suppose." 

Tools of the earthgouging trade arrayed in the back of the wagonbed like a 

crusader's cudgels, he readied, if that was the word, to take on his rocky north 

line one more time. The dog Bob, with the older wisdom of his species, 

scooched in under the wagon and took a position there with his head pillowed 

atop his crossed paws. 

"Have the decency not to snore," Angus admonished the snug dog. 
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He honestly could have stood more company out of Bob, particularly this 

day-end. Susan's leaving was like air going out of a lamp chamber, a leak of life 

he and Adair felt with each visitorless dusk. Not only that, but the valley 

somehow seemed voluminously empty without Monty and that odd bodkin Dolph 

riding in of a morning. Scotch Heaven truly was on thin times, he reflected, when 

the only caller to be looked forward to was the paradoxical postman Wesley 

Williamson. 

Taking his time about putting his barbwire-scarred gloves on and 

assigning his reluctant thoughts, Angus contemplated boundaries and their needs. 

He had fought this ground countless times, a shale shoulder of Breed Butte that 

repulsed fenceposts, heaving them out with frost and pinching off their strands of 

wire with contemptuous rust. All summer he had pecked away at repair up here, 

choring away on this stubborn sidehill an afternoon or evening at a time when not 

haying or shearing or otherwise carrying the homestead on his back, and to say 

the truth, he found it supremely tempting to let this last sagging stretch go until 

next spring. But the jog of fence here was where his land butted against the range 

of the Double W, and while he had never grasped how, the Williamsons and their 
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invasive cattle could always sense any tingle of opportunity at a fenceline, much 

like that monitoring that occurred from the verges of a spider web. 

Angus puckered in exasperation at this situation of perpetually losing 

ground by holding onto ground. He had to say for the old grabber Warren 

Williamson that Scotch Heaven at least had known where it stood with him; and 

Whit had pretty much filled his shoes since they came empty. Major Wesley 

Williamson, though--a piece of work of another sort he was proving to be, that 

dazzler. 

He went to take his mood out on the first posthole. Feet splayed 

substantially wide of the target-- "Ay, Angus," Ninian Duff had pointed out to 

him all those years ago when he was a greenling at this, "you don't want to have 

to count your toes after a day of fencing" --he hefted the crowbar and in a double-

handed thrust jabbed the point of it downward with full force and conviction. A 

chip of earth about half the size of his palm flaked away. He took a half-comical 

gander at the crowbar to make sure he was using the chisel end rather than its 

blunt top. This invincibly dry summer had left the ground harder than ever. And 

while he never would have said he might be getting a trifle old for this sort of 

thing, the crowbar had definitely put on weight over the winter. Excuses never 
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counted for much in this life, though, as far as he had found; and hard labor 

generally led him to hard thinking. So, knowing he would have to go some to 

finish with this by dark, he hoisted the digging implement again with a grunt. 

From posthole to posthole as he broke ground, shoveled, set fresh-peeled 

posts and tamped them in, Angus bothered the question. It had only been twenty-

four hours now since he had contrived to bring telling shape to the story, but it felt 

like the majority of a lifetime. He went back over and over it like an apprentice 

minstrel, still disturbed, still shy of what he knew he ought to do. Maybe better 

not to have ever known for sure; but Monty Rathbun was not the only one with 

curiosity for a habit. Besides, after enough time suspicion gets to be even worse 

company than Double W cows. 

Ceasing crowbar rhythm for a moment, Angus ran a finger around the 

inside leather of his hat, wiping the sweat out. It had taken the wearing of his 

other hat, his snappy dove-gray town Stetson to the county superintendent's 

yearly summoning of all the teachers at Valier yesterday, to funnel all this into his 

head. Just as soon as he could decently take leave of the teacherly gathering, he 

had beelined across town to the irrigation project headquarters. In luck, he found 
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the ditch rider, Toussaint Rennie, just unsaddling from his rounds of inspecting 

canals. 

Angus. You have on your clothes for marrying or burying. 

It's one of those rare times I need to be presentable, is all. Have time for a 

gab, do you, Toussaint? 

Part Cree, part Canadian French, part seed of the loins of the Lewis and 

Clark expedition, part in-law to the Blackfeet by marriage, part roving ditch rider 

and more than a little coyote when it came to sniffing out what people had been up 

to, Toussaint as a one-man League of Nations possessed a memory as deep as 

anyone's in the Two Medicine country, and Angus had shopped there countless 

times before for delight and intrigue. This time, one of those would have to do, 

and it was not delight. · 

He could have kicked himself for not seeing it before. But who knew 

how three-sided a picture this was? He'd had to alibi to Toussaint like a good 

fellow as to his interest in matters practically back to Genesis, in terms of the 

earliest days of landtaking here. But there by damn it at last was, clicking into 

place like the orbiting shards of a kaleidoscope. All it took had been to fit 

Toussaint's canny gossip about a long-ago shenanigan or two up there in Cree 
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and Blackfoot territory onto that oldest rumor, distant but so echoing now, within 

his own compass of memory at this end of the Two Medicine country. Stopping 

again to blow, Angus rested his hands atop the crowbar and his chin on his 

hands. Still thinking full-tilt, he stared up the slope of Breed Butte to the falling-

down homestead there and the now doorless house where he and Rob Barclay 

batched together when they first came. No more than six months old, that 

lingering indistinct whisper must have been, when the two of them rode in here in 

search of the land America promised. Straight from Scotland, Rob and he were 

the youngest young men there ever were, but between them they possessed brain 

enough to recognize something that probably was not wise nor healthy to pursue. 

Which did not lessen Angus's discomfort now that the old haunt of an incident 

was in apparent pursuit of him. 

Hawk weather, like now, that first Scotch Heaven season of theirs had 

been, and Angus for another half-minute watched as an evening lift of breeze 

carried a windhover above him, around and around. The reddish tailfeathers of 

the sleek bird caught some last sun in the upward twirl of its flight. Under such 

seasonal spirals, all of Scotch Heaven had lived, when it lived. He had to 

wonder: did Wesley Williamson, coveting this valley in the glandular way that ran 
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in his family, ever even bother to enumerate its inhabitants in memory, or were 

they just ciphers of acreage to him? Sharp-pointed Ninian Duff and genial Donald 

Erskine and Rob and himself counted as specific burrs, no doubt, for they had 

bothersomely tenanted the North Fork before the Double W managed to get its 

head turned in this direction. But the Frew cousins, George and Allan, hard to 

reason with as anvils and as sturdy. The feckless Speddersons, short-lived here 

but loyally selling off to their neighbors instead of the bank in town or the land 

hoggery on Noon Creek. The populous Findlaters; old sad bachelor Tom 

Mortenson. The wives, most of them formidable, who went the limits of their 

lives on these homesteads, and the cavalcade of children on horseback who 

descended on the schoolhouse down there at the forks of English Creek and 

madly recited their way through the schoolyears under the tutelage of Angus 

McCaskill. Scotch Heaven empty country? No country that has ever had human 

eyes pass over it is empty of memory. What about it, Major--when you 

orchestrate this way, how many of us are words to your tune? Maybe the man 

himself no longer knew. Not even a contortionist, Angus thought tiredly, could 

see all sides of himself at once. 
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Never mind that. Just make up his own mind whether or not to speak up. 

He could not believe that the cat's cradle of Susan, Monty, and the manipulating 

Major would hold together if he were to sidle up to the right one and murmur, "/ 

hate more than anything to say this. But for the we if are of all concerned, you 

ought to know ... " Could even do it by note delivered by the silky hand of 

Wesley Williamson his very self, a notion that brought Angus a fleeting grin. But 

he sobered back to the question: spell out or leave lay. It was one thing to let 

bygones be gone, allow the long silence over thisAkeep its seal ; but one hell of 

another to hold your tongue when some inflamed dunce hiding under a hood but 

able to peep through a rifle sight could still get Susan and Monty in reach. 

Despite the nearness of dusk, the sweat still rolled from him. He slammed 

the crowbar into the making of the next posthole. A piece of Adair's dried-fruit 

pie and a sip of coffee would be uncommonly welcome before bed. He hadn't 

said anything so far, needing to think, but tonight would need to be a war council 

with her. Adair couldn't read the weather, she had not much more notion of the 

ins and outs of the Two Medicine country than when she was deposited into it 

thirty-five years ago, but she knew more than he wanted to admit about the wear 

of living with silences. 
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Angus glanced west. Nearly to the corner-post now, one post in between 

to go. He clucked the horses to attention, and they dutifully paced forward with 

the workwagon until he called "Whoa." He felt more tired than he should, but it 

was worth a bit more strain if he could put this fenceline away for another year 

and rewardfully head home to--

The spasm hit him dead-center in his chest, and he knew. Clutching 

himself there, he tried for all he was worth to catch his breath. His arms felt afire. 

All the wonder he had ever had about this tipping point of life now coming out of 

him in gasps, he lurched his way to a cutbank. The dog came and nosed at him 

urgently. Angus hunched there, holding hard to himself, but slipping and 

slipping in his wrestle with the last pain ever. 

nty was the first to hear the Duesenberg pull in, the next evening. 1 
Looking not at all like a man who again tonight was cleaning out the 

Gustafsons and Susan at poker in the parlor, he had just ruefully flicked in his 

next ante from his heap of winnings. Kitchen matches. Where was this run of 

luck back on those silver-dollar paydays when he could have really put it to use? 

On the other hand, the Zanzibar Club's poker habitues generally had not placed as 
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much faith in a pair of treys as the Gustaf sons tended to, or for that matter shown 

Susan's abiding sense of conviction that she could fill an inside straight on a two-

card draw. At the moment, she was vowing what she would do to him if she ever 

got him in a game of rummy. 

He and Gustafson peered at each other in confusion at the sound of the big 

car. After driving the Major to the Double W the day before, Gus had hitched 

right back with the camptending truck. Major's orders; one more sign to Monty 

that there was still was nothing but delay ahead on the Klan front. 

All four of them around the table now heard the click of a rifle being 

cocked by whatever bruiser was on duty on the verandah. Then Bailey's call into 

the dark: "Major? Is he one of yours?" 

"It's all right. He drove me, is all." 

Bailey and a couple of hastily summoned operatives came in first like 

sweepers before a processional. Looking compelled, Wes stepped in, Dolph 

immediately behind him as if in tow. 

"Monty, kiddo. And Ma'am." These salutations hung there, until Dolph 

managed a further blurt. "How you faring?" Eyeing around, he seemed to be in 
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awe of the contingent it took to tend Monty and Susan here, when he had 

managed it single-handed on the North Fork. 

For all Monty knew, Dolph's only transgression was his bad case of 

mouth when they'd had to ride across there together. When his yap wasn't open, 

he'd do. "Just ducky, Dolphus," Monty gave him back generously enough, "how 

about yourself?" Susan only sent him a distracted nod, focusing on Wes and 

whatever had put him on the road this late in the day. 

Wes' s eyes stayed steady on hers. 

"You'd want to know--Angus McCaskill passed away. I'm sorry, 

honestly." 

Frozen there in her chair, she looked the question to him. 

"He was fixing fence," Wes told her as much as there was, "his heart gave 

out." 

Monty sat there helplessly next to her, hands doubled to fists under the 

table so they couldn't touch to her in sympathy in front of all these. After a 

moment Susan broke through the awkward pall they had all retreated into: 

"The funeral is when?" 

"She's not going." 



356 

"Hold off a minute, Bailey. It's not the best idea, Susan." 

"Don't even try," she halted that from Wes. "I'll make my goodbye to 

Angus if I have to crawl to get there." 

It took none of the accumulated detective powers in the room to know that 

she would do just that. Wes seemed to be shuffling mental papers and not finding 

the precise one he was looking for. Bailey appeared ulcerous. He began, "We're 

still not--" 

On the instant, Monty decided. "Miss Susan, I hate to butt in, but if 

you're going to be away--suppose we could work in that night runthrough you 

promised, first? Tonight, yet? The evening's still a pup." 

The faces in the room were a silent ring around him after that came out. 

Even to himself his words had sounded as cold as if chipped out with an ice pick. 

But right now he figured that was what it took. Susan looked as if she wanted to 

hit him, but while he watched, silently willing her, her expression came around to 

consideration. "Maybe we had better," she said in a tone no warmer than his had 

been. "It would get that out of the way, wouldn't it. We' 11 need the auditorium 

lit." She tore her eyes from Monty to seek out Gustafson. 
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After a moment Wes stormily seconded her look. "I get the coal oil lamps 

going," Gustafson vouched and left the room. 

"Excuse me, all," Monty said hastily and went out behind him. 

Wes' s brow still held thunder. Susan's words came before he could say 

anything. "Leave us to this. Monty is at a point where this means quite 

something to him." 

"It must." Mustering himself, Wes looked around to where the nervous 

arrival to their midst was standing there looking unhorsed. "Dolph, I know 

you're new at this. Just hold on here, while Bailey finds you a bunk." 

Wes waited up for her. The fort had quieted. The moon was at its most 

tentative--the crescent of its new phase, thin as thin can be, mingling with the 

almost-circle of the darkened waning one like an escape of light from a shuttered 

portal--and delineating only the outlines of buildings, their details staying hidden. 

With only the general night for company this way, he thought back over 

everything. 

"You went on late," he called out when he at long last heard the 

screendoor slap closed behind her. 
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"Sorry. What we're at takes time, too." Susan sounded done in. She 

came through the scarcely lit hallway out to where he was, surprised him with a 

touch on the shoulder, and navigated from that to the wicker chair next to his. 

"I hope he was in good voice, at least?" 

"He's always that, it's the rest of him that takes the work." 

They were on the big screened-in rear porch of the commandant's house. 

A brick wall enclosed an oddly prim garden area back there which the Fort 

Assinniboine seasons probably had always rendered more theoretical than 

botanical, but it did provide a place to talk in private. This night itself seemed a 

kind of seclusion. The soft dark gentled everything except the sound of the 

graveyard shift of sentries as they called out now to the coffee caddy making his 

middle-of-the-night round with a hot pot in a bucket of coals. Wes listened, 

checking the arithmetic, until the shouts matched the number of towers. "Quite a 

collection of people Monty has in his entourage now," he mused. "Even me." 

"You brought it on yourself, remember." 

"You know what road they say is paved with good intentions." He could 

sense her attention rouse at that. To head off what she might ask, he hurried out 
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his own loop of question: "Monty out of sorts, that way--how close are you to 

done with him?" 

Susan seemed to consider this from numerous sides, until finally replying: 

"He's nearly there. I'd say another week of practice and he'll have everything 

down pat." 

"Do you think that could be made two weeks?" 

"What then? Does Bailey count on the Klan flying south with the 

swallows?" 

"Susan, he--we're doing our damnedest." He rubbed a hand along the 

wicker corrugations of the chair arm, whetting what he wanted to say next. "I 

know you're bothered by a lot tonight. I wish it didn't have to be so." 

"It's ghastly to me, Angus gone," she said, dry grief in her voice. "From 

girl on, I looked to him. For everything from the ways of words to justice in our 

fights at recess. But do you know what's odd? I spent all those years in his 

classroom, I can tell you the exact part in his hair and every mood of his 

mustache, yet when I think of him it's at the schoolhouse dances. He and Adair 

could shine together at that, at least, and at every dance the time would come when 

people would make him step out on his own." A remembering laugh unsteady in 
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its sound, which increased Wes' s ache for her. "He wasn't the inflated kind of 

Scot," she tried to lighten this with a mock chiding, "like you Highlanders. But 

somewhere he picked up the Highland Fling." Wes could just see her profile as 

she looked up into the night, gave a hum to find her note, then softly sang: 

"/saw the new moon, late yester e'en 

with the old moon in her arm--" 

She ended the chorus with a croon that swept upward like the flung hand 

of he who danced to it: "Hiiiyuhhh! " The drums and pipes of Edinburgh came 

to Wes's ears, the similar cry of the Black Watch drillmaster drifting up to that 

balcony that had held the two of them. The medley of it all, the coarse beat of 

time mixed with the magical lilt of Susan's voice then and now, overpowered 

him. "I didn't mean to carry on like this," Susan's strained speaking voice broke 

that memory. "I realize you and Angus had your differences." 

"We were born to them, let's just say, Susan." 

"This is a night I'm not made for," she concluded as if regarding herself 

from a distance. Across it, across the years stretching back to those other nights, 

her hand found his. "Keep me company? As before?" 
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For a moment he thought he had imagined those words. But this was 

Susan, imagination could not begin to keep up with her. They rose, not exactly 

steadying each other but needing to feel their way together, and went to the 

bedchamber where, in the courses of other lives, commandant and lady had lain 

together under a mingled moon. 

Does what we were at give off some spoor he picks up? Or has he had 

enough experience of bedsprings that it amounts to an instinct? 

Breakfast was in every conceivable stage, knives and forks still in action 

among those of them left at the table when the morning shift of tower guards 

scraped their plates into the scrap bucket and tromped out while over at the stove 

Mrs. Gustafson was forcefully dolloping hotcake batter onto the griddle in 

anticipation of the graveyard shift coming in hungry. 

Susan met Bailey's eyes again across the table, over their coffee cups. 

She was as sure as in any performance she had ever given that she showed no 

outward sign of last night, and Wes was managing what she thought was a 

perfectly passable impersonation of himself as the fated officer who had drawn the 

duty of the morning. But Bailey knew. All the way since the Missoula hotel 
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room? she wondered. Did he read forward into people's lives, that clear-as-glass 

gaze of his more certain than any crystal ball, that they would again and again be 

caught at what they had done before? We'll see. 

Bailey settled his cup to the table and turned back to Wes. "With the 

funeral on Friday, that doesn't give us enough time to get our ducks in a row, 

Major. The number one thing I don't like about this is it splits our force. We can 

maybe--maybe--keep her safe if we put half our men around her there at the 

graveyard. That leaves us thin here. What would help like everything would be 

for Rathbun to lay low, keep in his room in case of any snoopers. No prancing 

around the parade ground on a pony, just for instance." 

At this, Dolph looked up from spearing a bite of hotcake into the yolk of 

his fried egg, wagging his head chidingly in the direction of Monty's place at the 

table. Susan again wondered about the inner workings of someone like him, 

human equivalent of a shirttail on Wes or Whit, whichever one on any given day 

tucked him toward a back pocket of ranch life as needed: milk this, saddle up that, 

which this time happened to be a Duesenberg. Perhaps the little man simply saw 

all this as something he could tell endlessly in the bunkhouse. Certainly he had 

been sopping in everything that was said since he alit here, far and away more 
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attentive than he had ever been to chores for her. She tried to set aside her irk at 

his witnessing this; there was enough else strumming away on her nerves. 

Now Wes glanced at the empty plate waiting for Monty. "I know he's 

entitled to sleep in after singing half the night, but he ought to be in on this." 

Bailey left the table, stepped out and said something to one of the guards coming 

off shift, and was already laying out the plan by the time he sat back down. 

"McCaskill would have belonged to the W oolgrowers' Association, I figure we 

can put three of the boys in the crowd as a delegation from the Helena office of 

that. Myself and one of the others, anybody asks, we can say we're stockbuyers 

he dealt with--

"Only if you say it in gabardine, Mr. Bailey," Susan informed him. 

"I'm afraid she's right," Wes said impassively enough. "You can't show 

up there looking like you're dressed for a Butte wake." 

Grimacing, Bailey jotted into a notebook a shopping trip to the 

haberdashery in Havre. "All right. So. The five of us can cover the funeral, just. 

Now to get her back here in one piece, we'll need to make like she's heading to 

Helena, then swing off--" 
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"It's Rathbun!" The guard who had been sent to fetch Monty half tumbled 

into the room, his footing out from under him in more ways than one. "He lit out 

of here! Bedroll's gone!" 

"How?" Bailey looked swiftly at Susan. 

~ .,..u.. ......... 

"Goddamned if I know," the guard said as the others from his shift b~ 

to their feet and crowded around him. "I was in the tower but could hear them 

both in the auditorium there, her playing and talking away and every so often he'd 

let out with a song--" 

"Or somebody would play a recording of Roland Hayes, would she, 

Susan?" This came from Wes, and was not impassive at all. 

Bailey's agonized forehead made her take pity. "Oh, if it makes that much 

difference to you. Once we were in the auditorium, all Monty needed to do was to 

go up to the balcony and slide down the fire chute." 

"He'll be horseback, with plenty of head start. The whole damn prairie he 

can choose from." The way Bailey spoke it, Monty had gone to ground and 

pulled the hole in after him. "Major, how many people am I supposed to protect 

who won't let themselves be protected?" 
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"He knows what he's doing," Susan told them as if she did too. Hard as 

it was, she faced Wes directly. In front of the others, he had to hold in the 

arrowstorm of questions; the sudden entire nightfall of them. She alone saw in 

his shaken expression the deeps of their time together it came from; motives off 

the map left a person that way. "Wes, if we take care of our end of things" --the 

sweep of her words was not lost on Bailey either--"Monty can handle his. You'll 

see." 

Gruff as she had ever heard him, Wes said back: "Try to be reasonable, 

Susan. We'd know better about that if you'd tell us where he's gone." 

"You'll have to take it on faith." 

It became the frieze of Fort Assinniboine ever after for those of them in 

that room, the faces spaced around that table then. Susan had been in front of 

skeptical audiences before, but these were ready to pucker with it. Bailey could 

be seen to be revising her, for better or worse she probably would never know. 

In back of him, the men on shift when Monty ghosted away into the night looked 

as if the same case of distemper had swept through them all. Dolph appeared to 

be in tattler's heaven. Wes had the look of a man whose hand had been forced. 
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Still bleakly turned toward Susan, he intoned to Bailey: "Ready or not, now we 

have to." 

You have the day for it at least, Angus. 

Scrubbed by yesterday's local rain, a piece of weather the rest of the Two 

Medicine country would have paid hard cash for, the valley of English Creek and 

the beveled benchlands around it showed a surprise blush of green. Beyond and 

more than a mile up, the reefs of the Rockies were standing rinsed in the sun, blue 

and purple in their cliffs. Along with her sense of loss Susan felt the distinct 

touch of the day, the vast old clockless surroundings playing tag with memory. 

Ay, you could eat the air here, her father liked to proclaim on such rare fine 

mornings. We'll need to, her mother would have ready, if you don't butcher one 

of your darling creatures. 

With one of the Neds beside her and others of Bailey's crew drifting 

t"OltM 
nervously nearby, Susan had detache~ other earlycorners towards the rows of 

markers. The graveyard here on the hill overlooking Gros Ventre held more 

people than she knew down there in the town, any more. She visited for some 

minutes among the stones and their epitaphs. The names, the names. They filled 
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the years of her younger self. Now, with Angus, every family of the Scotch 

Heaven homesteads was incised, a member or two or all, in this knoll. She 

stepped last to the graves of her parents; stood there held by the thought of how 

much the world had turned over in the five years since their deaths. 

At her back she heard the slick whisk of gabardine pantlegs approaching. 

Bailey was gray-sheened as a dove from head to toe, his dandy new Stetson and 

boots matching the cut of everything but his eyes. "The family's arriving," he 

said as if introducing himself. "So's half the country, it looks like. It would help 

if you would take yourself over there" --he was gazing around at the Two 

Medicine country's sculpted perimeter of buttes and peaks and benchlands but 

only, she knew, as far as a rifle could carry--"and blend in with the others. What 

do you say?" 

"I'll be where Adair wants me," she told him. "Give them a minute to sort 

themselves out and then I'll come." 

Bailey sucked his teeth as she stood there, tallest woman for miles around, 

sticking out perfectly for any Klan gunsight. 

"Mister Bailey? I do hope you know, there's movement down there in the 

brush every once in a while." 
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He rapidly checked on the brushy line of the creek as if to make sure it 

hadn't crept closer to the cemetery. Then turned and sized her up again, and this 

time it had nothing to do with her height. She either had extreme guts or pure lack 

of common sense. 

"Double W riders working the brush, is what you're seeing," he told her, 

hoping that was a hundred percent true. "The Major had Whit take a couple of his 

best brushpoppers and sift through in there, just in case." 

"It' s nice they're being put to use on something besides cows," Susan 

commended. 

"What would be really nice," Bailey put his professional best into this, 

"would be to know whether Rathbun is anywhere in the neighborhood. Just for 

instance, do we have to worry about the Klan siccing itself on two of you here 

today in these lovely surroundings, would you say? He's not going to pull some 

stunt like popping up here to sing a hymn over this gentleman, is he? Miss Duff? 

Is he?" 

She calculated for some moments more and decided she could safely say: 

"I'm the one whose singing you will have to put up with. Monty will be here in 

spirit only." 
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"That's something, at least." No less gloomy than before, so far as she 

could see, Bailey cast another put-upon look around the general scenery. Sighing, 

he signaled with a tug at his earlobe and as quickly as the nearest of his men 

tagged onto Susan in the rotation of protection, he himself trudged off to keep an 

eye on the crowd. In his considerable experience, trouble could happen so damn 

many ways. You never knew. 

Susan watched him move off, to have someplace to keep her eyes busy 

instead of trying to stare through clumps of brush. As best she could tell, so far 

she seemed to be up to this role, but the curtain was not very far up yet, was it. 

She marked in herself that she did not feel anything resembling brave about being 

here; stubborness would have to do. The inescapable question rose in her again: 

terminally stubborn, if it came to that? Her Duff blood was answer enough. If 

so, so. She was not going to let lunatics who tromped around at night with their 

heads in pillowcases have their way. If this was what it took to bring the Klan out 

where they could be got at and propel the Baileys and the Williamsons of the 

universe at them, she could play the lure. 

She waited a bit longer, tensed as if taking on music she did not 

thoroughly know. The day seemed to rest its weight on this exact plot of ground, 
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on her. The air was still, the canopy of cottonwood leaves motionless as a pale-

green roof of domes over the town, down at the base of the knoll. Somewhere 

there, Wes at his business, surprisingly coldblooded about matters of that sort 

over this one. He had dodged like a Nijinsky when she wanted him to attend 

Angus's funeral. Dealings to be done, he intimated; it would do no good for him 

to be on hand, he protested, Bailey had set everything possible into place. Under 

her unquitting stare, he put it at its simplest: 

"I'm not wanted there." 

Susan levied that back at him. "You know, don't you, I'm probably not 

either, with the exception of the McCaskills." 

Wes had digested that in silence. The past couple of days of tension 

between them--held off from one another by the forcefield of unsayable motives 

but in the pull of what each still needed the other for--showed on him as if a mask 

had slipped. She knew it was all he had in him to tell her when he said at last: 

"Some dealings won't wait." 

Speaking of Susan bolstered herself and crossed the cemetery to the 

graveside. By now people were pouring i , ~aybe it was just as well for Wes's 

vanity that he hadn't come, this was a crowd befitting a governor. This entire end 
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of the county had passed through Angus's South Fork classroom, and she 

~.QA ~cA 
catalogued faces by family resemblance. Some gave her a nod of recognitio , a 

...J 

good many carefully gave her nothing. 

When she reached the McCaskills, Varick as the new head of the family 

shook her hand and thanked her for coming. Beside him, Beth was resoundingly 

pregnant. The boy Alec was too old to cry but too young to stand still in the 

family grouping. Then Adair, eyes glistening, turned from the Bible-holding 

minister--Oh, Angus, surely they'll balance that off with a helping of Burns--and 

clasped her. 

"You sang in his schoolyard, you sang at our wedding," Adair said as 

tranced as if telling a fortune. "I knew you wouldn't stop short now." 

Delicately as possible, Susan hurried out the necessary as the minister 

began to thumb into his Bible: "Is there a particular hymn? Or do you want me to 

pick--" 

"A ballad, I'd like," Adair's voice held no doubt. "He was something of 

one himself, wasn't he." Susan blinked her way from hymnal considerations to 

far different ones. What unpredictable bits and pieces we are made of, Adair was 
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causing her to know anew. "Do a bit of old rhyme for Angus," Adair was saying, 

"do this one," with sudden softness humming the air of the old song that went: 

"World enough, world enough 

Did I search till there was thee. 

And at last, oh at last, 

The discovery of your charms 

Is world enough for me." 

After the bit of hum Adair braced back from Susan, dabbed away the tears 

which had joined the freckles beneath each eye, and looked off as if for the 

missing. "Fickle old wind. Angus would laugh, this is the one day it didn't come 

by to pay him its respects." 

The town looked as if it could use a customer, any kind of customer, this 

morning. Wes checked his watch, although he could have told the time by looking 

at the street: the customary point of day when funerals were held in the Two 

Medicine country, late enough after morning chores to dress up and make the trip 

to town, time left for work in the afternoon. He felt some relief now that he could 

mentally put matters into operative categories, thinking back over the war council 
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he'd· . had with Whit and the handpicked Double W squad before tending to 

this other. Patting his pocket to make sure of the day's documents, he climbed 

out of his backseat workspace in the Duesenberg, parked as discreetly as 

something like it could be behind the Sedgwick House hotel, and walked on up 

the empty main street of Gros Ventre. Still making his calculations but careful of 

the off-angle set of steps into the Valley Stockmen's Bank, he went in. He could 

see Potter riffling papers of his own, and he headed on back. 

"Well, Major," the banker said cordially, looking up over his desk. 

"Business first thing in the morning?" 

"That's why daylight was invented, George." 

"With me, the only crack of dawn is my sacroiliac as I roll over in bed." 

Wes was sure his father had heard the same ritual joke from Potter in one financial 

go-round or another in this same room. "But that's how the Double W gets the 

jump on the rest of us, hmm? Have a seat, and what can I do you for?" 

Through the open door of the banker's office Wes glanced out to where 

the tellers were going about business as usual. He asked idly, "Why didn't you 

close for the funeral?" 
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Holding her head high, standing tall there at the brow of ground in front of 

them all, Susan sang the closing verse as if it could reach over horizons. 

"Long enough, long enough 

Were my heart and I at sea. 

Now at last, oh at last, 

The circle of your arms 

Is world enough for me." 

She took a step back from the graveside, and the stiffly-dressed crowd 

watched somberly as Varick sprinkled a handful of earth slow as salt into the 

grave. 

"Whose? McCaskill' s ?" Potter had the air of genial sharing that he 

employed on everything from foreclosure notices to remarks about the weather. 

"We can't shut down every time there's one less homesteader." 

Wes stepped over and closed the office door. He said as though it had 

only now occurred to him: "Do you realize there's only one letter's difference 

between skulk and skunk?" 
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"You lost me there, Major." The banker rocked forward in his chair, 

staying attentively tilted. 

"I'll bet." Wes reached into the breast pocket of his suit and brought out 

the documentation. Realm of Pondera County, Invisible Empire, Knights of the 

Ku Klux Klan, each of the membership-and-dues cards in the packet was headed. 

Each was about the size of a schoolchild's report card and was thorough down to 

height, weight, color of eyes and hair, and date of oath. They were alphabetical, 

and he riffled rapidly to the Ps. He flipped a card across the desk. 

Potter's glance rebounded instantly from the card with his name on it to 

Wes's confronting eyes. "Where did you get those?" 

"Don't make me tired. At your house, where else." Wes watched at him 

as he would something that crawled. "Not me personally, of course, but someone 

who knows how to deal with firebugs and cow killers and would-be assassins." 

"You Williamsons always think you're good at running a bluff." Potter's 

mettle as a hater was fully in his voice by now, but so was last-ditch cunning. "I 

would imagine you're a clubman yourself, Major--you must know there's no law 

against belonging to a fraternal organization." 
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"Maybe not, but then there's trespass at our place, breaking and entering at 

Susan Duff's, malicious destruction of property, reckless endangerment--" 

"You want to get giddy citing laws, try the one against miscegenation. 

That woman and that horse cock you keep around." 

Wes in that instant wished bayoneting was legal without a congressional 

declaration of war. He looked at Potter as he would a gob of spit on a dinner 

plate. "Even if there was anything to it, you yellow belly," the words snapped out 

of him in pellets of cold rage, "there's no witness." Dolph by now would be 

halfway to Chicago on the cattle train, done with his turnabout job of coughing up 

those who were wooing him~and a couple of months of bonus wages in his wallet 

/ 
and his provisional Klan card folded away somewhere as a souvenir. "And don't 

count on any others of that skulking bunch you head up. They're busy being 

reasoned with." 

Potter glanced involuntarily at the clock behind Wes. "That includes that 

pathetic toady of yours," Wes took extreme satisfaction in letting him know, "the 

one you sent off into the brush with a hunting rifle. It's not hunting season any 

more, Potter, particularly that kind." Caught and hogtied and ready for delivery to 

the sheriff, the Klan's second-in-command was in for the rare privilege of having 
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a Duesenberg serve as his paddywagon. The rest of the bunch were having the 

run put on them. Whit and his men right now were going name to name from 

those cards through this town. The remainder of Bailey's force was doing the 

same in Valier, the rejuvenated sheriff and muscular deputies were spreading the 

gospel of persuasion in the town of Conrad. Across the state at this hour, Wes's 

old political allies were hitting the Klan with what he knew would be varying 

effectiveness, but some of it was sounding effective enough; the sheriff at Butte 

had put out a public declaration that any Klan members caught lingering would be 

shot like wolves. 

The specimen across the desk from Wes now made another try at dodging. 

"I have standing in this town, you're dreaming if you think you can turn people--" 

"Potter," Wes said as if instructing the clumsiest member of the awkward 

squad, "half the banks in this state have gone under in the past couple of years. 

I'd only need to lift a finger to push yours over that edge. And the bank 

examiners would pretty quickly find out if any depositors' funds went to pay for 

white sheets and rednecks and Klan rifles and ammunition, wouldn't they." 
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The man sat very still, trying to see beyond the corner Wes had him in. 

He moistened his lips enough to speak. "Maybe I got swept up in this more than I 

should have." 

"Fine. You get to tell that to whatever hooded fools are above you. Now 

I suggest you close this bank for that funeral, even if the decency is a little late. 

Then go home and pack a bag, and get out of the state. I'm sure you can find a 

rock to live under, somewhere else." 

The crowd began to disperse from the cemetery, back to common day. 

"This mother of mine," Varick was saying to Susan at his first chance to do so 

without being overheard, "has her own idea of one last thing you could do for 

Dad. I think it asks a hell of a lot of you, frankly. But I said I'd try it out on 

you." 

"Anything," said Susan. 

"Let me go get Fritz Hahn," Varick said with a ghost of Angus's smile. 

"He's head of the South Fork school board." 
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The covey of cars, Susan's dust-caked tin Lizzie in the middle like a 

t)flA~~ 
ragamuffin caught up in a royal parade, pulled into Highland Street dus 0 Q. \)- ' 

Bulked into the passenger seat, Wes had ridden with her so they could 

talk. Words had been abundant on the trip from Gros Ventre, understandings less 

so. "You feel you have to?" he had pressed her when she told him she had taken 

on the South Fork teaching job for the year. "Have to, and want to, " was her 

double-barreled response to that. "For once they go together." Eight grades: she 

knew that she would be running up and down the stairsteps of lessons like the 

keeper of a mental lighthouse in the months ahead, but she could always come 

back to the mark of the presence she was standing in for. While she could never 

be Angus, she would have no shortage of notions about how he would have done 

things. 

Wes wondered wearily whether the two of them were always going to be 

like people on passing trains, her chronically in the West and him chronically due 

back East, coinciding once in a while in the middle of nowhere as in their Fort 

Assinniboine night together and then the distance doubling between them, over 

and over, from the split second the engines of their lives flashed past each other 

agam. Silly, a word he wasn't used to using on himself, came to mind along 
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with such thinking; he hadn't been in mental sweats of this sort since Harvard 

mixers. But there Susan sat in the driver's seat, set on her own course until 

II~ ~ ~~~f.AJ- <.-( ~~ ~ \ . 
school let out next spri:;,tijll right," he'd finally said in a tone to the contrary, 

f'M.1.. 
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and in return she'd given him a look that seemed to say ~.,,_"~~~;Ni 

At the moment, though, he could not let her vanish into that house taking 

Monty's whereabouts with her. 

"I give, one more time. Where is he, up Houdini's sleeve? Susan, I'm 
t • 

begging you--Bailey and I can't swear we nailed every last Klan thug, Monty may 

still need whatever protection we can give him. And what if he's out there laid up 

on the prairie somewhere--a horse can break a leg in a gopher hole, any number of 

things can happen riding alone--" 

He broke off, at the slight sidelong grin on her. Until that moment he had 

never counted sly among Susan's talents. She said simply, "Come in." 

As they got out and Wes looked uncertainly at the other cars where Bailey 

and his crew awaited orders, she told him: "We won't need Mister Bailey's 

services." 

He handled Bailey as diplomatically as circumstances allowed, then went 

over to the Duesenberg and told Gus and the Mrs. to go and open up his house, 
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he would be along later. Susan had waited for him at the front door and let him 

do the honors with the key. 

They stepped in to apparent emptiness. Wes did not know whether to feel 

vindicated or crestfallen. Helena had been searched these past days, the one 

Negro policeman on the force shaking Clore Street by the heels, Bailey men 

casing other parts of the city, and Monty had not turned up. Nor did he now. 

Susan, however, was everywhere at once in her downstairs, opening a window to 

let fresh air in, putting a shoulder to the music parlor doors, asking Wes what time 

it was as she set the grandfather clock and wound it back to life. Catching sight of 

herself in the hallway mirror, she abruptly stopped everything else she was doing. 

Wes looked on, the apprehensively fascinated way men do at women tending to 

themselves, as she plucked out hairpins unerringly. Her hair flowed to her 

shoulders. 

"Come up." She was already on her way to the stairs. 

Wes swallowed hard. Have mercy for once, Lord. If she was hiding 

Monty in her own bedroom and word of it ever got out--

The long loft room was so full of belongings it took him a few moments to 

be certain none of them was alive and breathing. Susan was making her way 
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through them on some course known only to her, trailing fingertrips over some, 

the cupped palm of her hand on corners of others as she passed. With Wes 

watching as if trying to learn the secret of the ritual, she bypassed her desk to a 

cabinet along the wall. A crackling noise took over the room. She tinkered with 

the radio set until the static quit. 

Monty watched the clock. 

He squared himself up, attentive now on the figure almost shoulder to 

shoulder with him. Somebody else made a pointing motion, which after the 

workings-over Susan had given him in the auditorium he would never have to 

think twice to recognize as a cue. 

"Now for your listening pleasure here on station CINE, our latest 

troubador of the Medicine Line, Montgomery Rathbun." The announcer cocked 

his eyes around to him but kept his mouth aimed at the almighty microphone on its 

spear of stand between them. "Welcome to Evening Encore. For those of you 

not fortunate enough to have been introduced to him through his music earlier 

today, Mister Rathbun' s background is an unusual strand in our prairie 
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background. Your father was a member of the colored cavalry down in the 

States--the 'buffalo soldiers,' as they were called, I believe?" 

"He was," Monty said easily into his hemisphere of the mike. The first 

time, he had worried he would need this written out, along with the music, but 

talking on the radio was proving to be a snap; an invisible audience was just right. 

"Sergeant in the Tenth Cavalry, right across the line at Fort Assinniboine. He was 

in charge of troopers, my mother was in charge of laundry, and I seem to be the 

result." 

"And a lucky outcome it was for music-lovers," the announcer orated from 

inches away. "For those of you who do not know the Fort Assinniboine story 

and the part it played in our Medicine Line past" --here he resorted to a script of 

what these radio people called canned history, for what Monty knew would be the 

next two minutes. 

Making sure of his music sheets, in that noiseless way they'd shown him 

so the rustle of paper wouldn't make ten thousand listeners think their radio sets 

were on fire, Monty drew everything of the past half week into him for the effort 

to come. That feverish conference with her as soon as they were by themselves in 
I\ 

the auditorium, in absolute agreement that they had to get the Major and Bailey 
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into gear somehow. He had left her in loud conversation with herself and the 

Victrola version of a night's singing, thrown her a wave from the balcony, and 

gone down the chute. Led the saddlehorse out of the fort with the blanket over it. 

Reins in one hand, the 30.06 in his other; take some of the bastards with him, he 

would, if he met up with any of the Klan out there in the dark. The long ride 

north to here, couple of days' worth; it had been like riding in the roundup again, 

except he couldn't remember ever being so saddle-weary during even the longest 

loops out after cattle. By the time he was across the border--the section-line roads 

he had been following ran out at Canada, the only way he could tell--and sorted 

out the town of Medicine Hat to find the radio station, he was feeling hard-used. 

A hot meal and a scrub-up at the hotel, then presenting himself in full singing rig 

to the station manager just the way she had said to do. The man had been 

intrigued enough to try him out on a few songs in the back room, and then excited 

enough to sign him on, a full week to start. 

All that was lacking was her. He wished like everything she was over 

there governing the keys for this. Wherever the station had dragged up this 

accompanist, the woman plowed around on the piano like she was doing Sunday 

school. But he would make up for it. Oho! The first perfect singer there ever 
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was? As perfect as he could make it, on this. he announcer was finishing his 

scripted patter. "And now, out of that historical heritage, here is Montgomery 

Rathbun to sing the ballad of the Tenth Cavalry." onty took the cue, and out 

into the air, out over the Medicine Line and the weedy parade ground of the old 

fort and the time-browned washhouse of the Double W and the silent homesteads 

of Scotch Heaven, his voice began to travel. 

"When I was a young blade in my prime, 

I dabbed my X on the Medicine Line. 

Suited up blue, and since that time, 

Boots and saddle have suited me fine. 

Forty miles a day 

on beans and hay, 

Far as you can get 

on cavalry pay. " 

As the piano accompaniment went into a romp that made Susan wince, she 

said: "Even I'll admit, Monty is full of surprises. I thought I knew all his songs, 

but I've never heard this." 
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"Buffalo soldiers, that 's our lot. 

Midnight sons of the Medicine Line. 

Prairie life is all we've got, 

~ t1. () 

Forty miles a day ... " 

It had taken him any number of nights, with a stub of pencil always within 

reach on the apple box bedstand, to bring all the verses back. A dab at a time all 

"'Uf\l\o,,__.........._ 
the way back in memory to the parades, the band rattling out the Jtet+te:llSH~ 

that his father practically horseback-danced to, man and mount in flourish there at 

the head of the rank of blue coats. Other bits remembered from the drifts of song 

from the barracks nearest where he and Angel Momma and his father lived, when 

the troopers would pass the night with songs he knew his boy ears were not 

supposed to be hearing, but always ending up with this one. The chorus--even 

his father would bellow that out if he was in a good enough mood, slapping the 

sides of his belly in rhythm like beans and hay were battling it out in there. When 

Monty eventually had it all down and softly crooned it in his quarters at night--he 

had intended to surprise her with it, whenever their finale in the auditorium would 
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have been--the old song seemed to bring him the feel of the dark displaced men 

who had been stationed there at the farthest north edge of the American prairie, 

singing to keep their spirits up. 

On oldest maps, a cloud maestro blows tribute to those who travel the 

edges of the world. Now Monty similarly gathered breath and all else into the last 

of the song: 

"Sergeant Mose and old Black Jack, 

They make you toe the mark on the Medicine Line. 

Trot you to Hell, gallop you back, 

'/ 

Forty miles a day 

on beans and hay. • , 

on cavalry. pay. ' 

"It's a rouser," Susan appraised, patting hand into palm in contemplative 

applause. "A bit off the spiritual side, but he can make good use of it in his 

program as--W es, do you feel all right?" 
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"Just my knee taking a fit." 

He had risen from his perch on the bed and gone over to the window 

so Susan could not read his face. He did not want to know himself what was 

~ ~~A~ ~A~-~ /~~ 
written there. A The Tenth Cavalry ballad had set it all off again, like a phosphorus ~ 

~M 
recon flare freezing into light that particular pounded ground of memory. The day ~ 

~ 
of the medal from Pershing. Small talk fromABlack Jack himself, surprisingly 

companionable with his entourage restless around him, strung along the edge of 

~ 
the St. Mihiel town square. Did Major Williamsoi;. 

country there in Montana? "/know it quite well, sir. Some of our range runs 

nearly to Canada. " Coincidence, said the general. Had an interesting piece of 

service at a Medicine Line fort himself in cavalry days; there was nothing like the 

Montana prairie as horse country, was there, except of course in the instance of 

that vapid glory hound Custer. Anyway, Fort Assinniboine: known as the 

Presidio of the north then, but was that before your time, Major? Wes, startled:"/ 

was not aware you had served there, sir. " Most decidedly; colored troops on 

station there at the time, but it was a truth of war that soldiers were all the same 

shade in the reddest part, wasn't it. Had a bit of adventure out of his first 
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command there at least; escort duty along the Two Medicine Trail, over west of 

the fort, to put a band of Crees back into Canada. Queer sort of chore, the great 

man went on now as Wes had listened with everything in him. Like trying to 

carry water in a basket; the Crees would leak away into the brush of every creek 

his Troop D forded with them. Pershing laughed the driest laugh Wes had ever 

heard; he had about worn the stripes off his of a sergeant siccing him after 

them. 
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Striper 

1888 

"Sergeant, close up their ranks again. They don't need to smear 

themselves across the entire prairie, this isn't one of their buffalo hunts." 

"Yes, sir. Good as done." Drawing on his long experience at the pretense 

that all orders from a white officer were created equal, Mose Rathbun spun his 

mount from beside Lieutenant Pershing and spurred off to pass the word to his 

men as they endeavored to herd Indians. The line of march of the captured Crees, 

to call it that, had funneled nice as anything through the single street of Gros 

Ventre, but out here north of town the Indians were dribbling off again. The few 

good wagons with Little Bear and his chiefs were drifting out of line, already 
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almost side by side across the grassland, and behind them kinked the long train of 

limping buggies and scraggly travois and even a few groaning Red River carts, 

with the spotted herd of horses fanned out behind. From past episodes of 

rounding up Crees, Sergeant Rathbun figured that the Indians gravitated out that 

way so as not to eat each other's dust, but this new lieutenant could be a stickler 

when he wanted to. Pershing in fact reminded him of the bristles on a grooming 

brush, with that brisk cookie-duster mustache and his parade-ground way of 

honorable if I have anything to do with it, though. This was the big roundup, 

Little Bear's band, and Mose Rathbun' s last before his retirement discharge at 

month's end, and he was trotting along through it with a short-timer's 

V"" 
determination not to get out on skin ice with his commanding officer. 

"Brailey, Goggins, all you," Mose called to his corporals and his 

troopers, "poke them up in here, or old Black Jack's going to have you cleaning 

the stables until you're gummers." He stood in his stirrups and made a bunching 

motion to the trudging mob of Crees, not that he expected it to do any good. "Ride 

herd on those women and young ones, too," he warned his men, "next creek we 

hit. They'll light off out of here on their own, quick as anything." 
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The greenhorn of his complement of men had the misfortune to catch his 

eye. "Bovard!" Mose bellowed. "Shove them together there, or I'll curry your 

head with a quirt." From everything Private Bovard had heard, it would not be 

the first such occurrence. He threw the heavy-shouldered sergeant a flustered 

salute and began swatting the nearest Indian pack ponies with the ends of his 

reins. 

Mose knew he was going heavy on his troopers. But it paid. Their blue 

field uniforms were never more crisp, every buckle and button on them gleamed 

with polish, they wore their campaign hats cocked just so. The men naturally 

groused about it but by making them snap to, he pointed them up in the estimation 

of the white officers like Pershing. Call it a personal conceit, but here on his last 

time around he most definitely did not want any man of his written up for sloppy 

behavior. And the entire troop was doing him proud so far; they looked like 

saddle soldiers ought to look, if he did say so himself. Give those play-pretty 

Mounties something to see, when Troop D handed these godforsaken Crees back 

to them yet another time. 

Trotting back along the column to keep everybody on their toes, the 

sergeant impassively scanned the miserable parade of Indians for broken-down 
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wagons or any other contrivances of delay that the Crees seemed to be good at. 

Truth be told, he still rather would have been fighting this blanket bunch than 

shooing them back across the Medicine Line like a flock of chickens. Days of the 

prairie campaigns seemed to be over for good, though, to his regret. It was sad, 

sort of, for tribes like the Crees as well as the cavalry, in his estimation; having to 

trudge along in each other's dust like this instead of scrapping it out in a whirl of 

horses and whooping. War was hell but peace was boring; what was a man to 

do? His sympathy for the Crees stopped about there, though. Canada and the 

U.S. had been flinging these vagabond Indians back and forth across the border 

like a game of ~nie-I-over ever since the Riel Rebellion, up north there. Louis 

Riel had found himself on the wrong end of Her Majesty's rope and the Crees had 

found themselves on the losing side and without a homeland. The sergeant knew 

the iron rules of fate when he saw them, and he had seen them more than enough. 

Down here, if the South had won the big war, the Tenth Cavalry as a frontier 

regiment of freed black men would never have come into being and Mose 

Rathbun right this minute would be in some hopeless procession himself, with a 

hoe on his slave shoulder. 
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By now he had busied himself all he could in putting the troop on its toes, 

and the line of march had accordioned into a better semblance of order. Still 

restless, wanting to stir his blood more than escort duty allowed for, he rode 

rapidly back up the column to where Pershing was conferring with Lieutenant 

Hardeman of Troop C, which had drawn the candy end of this assignment, 

lackadaisically strung out around the Indians who were herding the tribe's horses. 

,A~ClY -rJ)A 
Two West Point s in one spot; Mose made sure his salute practically sang 

through the air. "They're bunched better, sir. Permission to reconnoiter on 

ahead to that next creek? Corporal Brailey can see to the men, be good for him." 

Pershing cast an eye over the long winding procession and decided to call 

it tidy enough. "Very well, sergeant," he granted. "While you' re at it, find out if 

that provisioner is making any progress on our rations for this bunch. Tell him 

the company commanders said we could all stand some slow el 

Black Jack's handling me with a loose rein, that's interesting. Couldn't always be 

o..~ 
sure with this lieutenant. That ha been pretty funny from him, picking up 

" 
the troopers' lingo for opportune beef the way he did; but he was a stiff looker 

°"'" for good reason. 
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